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Then let vs cake a ceremonious leauc 

And louing far well of our feuerall friends. 

Mar ,The Appcalant in all duty greets your Highnes, 
And craues to kifle your hand, and cake his leaue. 

Bfch. We will defeend, and fold him in our artnes. 
Cofin of Herford, as thy caufe is iuft, 

So be thy fortune in this Royal! fight: 

Farewell-, my blood, which ifto day thou (head. 

Lament we may, but not rcuengc thee dead. 

Hull* Oh let no noble eye prophanc a tcare 
For me* if 1 be gor’d with tAIowbrayes fpcare: 

As confident, as is the Falcons flight 
Againft a bird, do I with Mowbray fight- 
My louing Lord,! take my leauc of you. 

Of you (my Noble Cohn) Lor dAnmerle; 

Not ficke, although I haue to do with death, 
Rutluftie,yong,and checrely drawing breath* 

Loc, as at Engltfh Feafts, fo I regrette 
The daimieftjaft, to make the end moft fyveet. 

Oh thou the earthy author of my blood, 

Whofc yomhfull fpirit in me regenerate. 

Doth with a two-fold rigor lift mcc vp 
To reach at viftory aboue my head, 

Adde proofe vnto mine Armour with thy prayres, 

And with thy falefsings ft tele my Lances point. 

That ic may entec Mowbray e% waxen Coate, 

And fumifh new the name of hhn a Gmnt , 

Etitnin the lufty hauiourofhis fonne. 

Gaunt. Heauen in thy good caufe make thee profp'rous 
Be fwift like lightning in the execution. 

And let thy blowcs doub ly redoubled. 

Fall like amazing thunder on the Caske 
Ofthy amaz’d pernicious enemy. 

Rouzcvp thy youth full blood, be valian^andliue. 

Bui. Mine innocence, and S.George coihriue. 

Mow. How euer heauen or fortune caft my loy 
There liues, or dies, true to Kings Richards Throne, 

A loyall, iuft, and vp Eight Gentleman: 

Neuer did Capdue with a freer heart, 

Caft off his chaines of bondage, and embrace 
His golden vneontrourd enfranchisement. 

More then my dancing foulc doth celebrate 
This Feaft of Sartell, with mine Aducrfarit. 

Moft mighty Lieg*, and my companion Pceres* 

Take from my mouth, the wifh of happy yeares. 

As gentle,and asiocond,as to left. 

Go I to fight; Truth, hath a quiet breft. 

Rich. Farewell, my Lord, fecurely I efpy 
Vertue with Valour, couched in thine eye: 

Order the trial! Marfh&II,and begin* 

tJHar, Hank of Herford, Lane after, and Derby , 
Rcceme thy Launcc, and heauen defend thy right, 

Bui Strong as a towre in hope, I cry Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this Lance to Thomas D, ofNorfolke. 
z Mar. Harry of Herfordy Lane after y and Derbic, 
Stands heere for God t his Soucraigne, and himfclfc, 

On painc to be found falfe, and recreant, 

To proue the Duke ofNorfolke, Thomas Mowbray^ 

A Traitor to hisGod, his King,and him. 

And dares him to fet forwards ro the fight . 1 

2. Har. Here ftandeth Tb&'.Ttfowbray Duke of Nor folk 
On paine to be found falls and recreant. 

Both to defend himfclfc, and to approuc 
Henry of Her ford, Lancafter i and Derby , 

ToGodjhis Soucraigne, and tohimdifloyall: 
Couragioufly,and with a free defire 



Attending but the fignali to begin, ^ t 
Mar. Sound Trumpets,and foe forward 
Stay, the King hath thrownc his Warder A* 

Rich. Let them lay by their Helmets & 

And both returnc backe to their Chaire* ^ 
Withdraw with vs, and Jet the Trumpets f ^ V * 
While we returnc thefe Dukes wlpt we d*° Undj 
A long Flmrijb. CfCc * 

Draw nccrc and lift 

What with ourCouncell we haue done. 

For that our kingdomes earth fhoutd noth- r 1, 
With that deere blood which it hath foftcred ^ 

And for our eyes do hate the dire afpeft * 

Of ciuill wounds plowgh’d vp with nciehbor.f , 
Which fo rouz’d vp with boy ftcous vntmi'dd ™°^ ! i 

With harfhrcfcmndingTtuaipetsdrcadfijll b 

And grating (Locke of wrathful! yron Armes ^ 
Might from our quiet Confines fright f a i re ’ 

And make vs wade eucn in our kindreds blood"-**' 
Therefore, wc banifh you our Territories, = 

You Colin Herford, vpon paine of death 
Till twice fiue Summers hauc enrich’d our fidd 
Shall not regreet our fair? dominions, 

But treadc the Granger parties ofbanifiiment 
BuK Your will be done: This rauft my co ^ fo . 
That Sun that vyarines you heere, (ball 0l ■* 
And thofc his golden beames to you heere lent" 

Shall point on me, and gild my banifhrnent. ’ 

Rich. Norfolke: for thee vemaines a heani« r A. l 
W hich I with fome vnwUlingneffepronounce, 

The flye flow hourcs Hi all not determinate 
The datelcffe limit of thy dcerc exile: 

The hopeleflfe word, ofNeuer to returne. 

Breath I againfl thee, vpon paine of life. * 

dim. A hemy fencenee, my moft Sou«nigueLi eet 
And all vnlook’d for from your Highneffe mouth: ' 
A decrer merit, not fo deepe a maime. 

As to be cart forth in the common ayre 
Bauel defeated at your Highneffc hands. 

The Language I haue Jcarn'd thefe forty yeares 
(MynatiueEnglill))nowl mufl forgo, 

And now my tongues vfe is to me no more, 

Then an vnftringed Vyall, or a Harpe, 

Or like a cunning Inflrutlaenc cas’d vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to cane the harmony. 

Within my mouth you haueengaol’d my tongue, 
Doubly percullift with my teeth and lippes, 

And dull, vnfecling, batten ignorance. 

Is madetny Gaoler to attend on me : 

I am coo old to Fawne vpon a Nurfc, 
Toofatreinyeercs to be a pupil! now : 

What is thy fentence then, but fpeechleffe death, 
Whichrobsmy tongue from breathing natiuebreath? 

Etch, It boots thee not to be compafsionace, 

After our fentence, plaining comes too late, 

<JMm. Then thus I turneme from my count ties light 
To dwell in foletnne fhades of endleffc night, 

Ric. Returnc againe, and take an oath with thee. 
Lay on our Roy all fword, your banifiht hands; 

Swearc by the duty that you owe to heauen 
(Our part therein we banifh with yourfelues) 

To keepe the Oath that we adminifter: 

You ueuerfhall (fo helpe you Truth, and Heaueo) 
Embrace each others lone in banUlimenr, 

Nor cuer lookc vpon each others face 
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rearfccc.ar reconcile 

£"owring temp" ft o(youz home-bred hate, 
i uer by aduifedpurpofemeete, 

S lot contriue, or com plot any ill, 

out State, our Subieft*, or our Land. 

% H « I fwcare- 

tiiw. And I 7 to kecpeall this, ■ 

pj Norfolke, f<> fare, as to mine encroie, 

Bv this time ( had the King permitted vs) 

^ ^foarfoules toll wandred jiuheayrc, 

SS<b ? d thisfifailt fcpuichVc of our flefh, 
a nowotir flefti is bamflVdffbm this Land- 
r nfcffethy Trcafons, cic thou flye this llcalme, 
^ ccc bou haft farre to go, bcarenot along 
The dost gin* burthen ot a guilty foulc. 

[[ t yy 0 %. No 'B&dwgbr$ke / Ifcuer I were Traito 
Mvnamebe blotted from the bookc ofLifc, 

And I fro® heauen baiiifh d.as from hence : 

J Llt vvhac thou art, heauen, thou, and 1 do ki 
And all too loone (I fearc) the King fliall rue. 

Lic § r ) now no wa y can 1 ftra y* 

Sane backc to England .all the world smy%ay, 

Rich. Vucle* eucn in the glafics ofthitic eycu 
I fee thy greeued heart: thy fad afpetft. 

Hath from the number of his bamfh'd yeares 
pluck’d foure away: Six frozen Winters fpent, 

Returnc with welcome home, from banifhmcnt; 

TSui How long a time lyes in one little word : 

FoureWinters, and foure wanton fprings 
Had in a word, foch is the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of me 
Hefhortens foure yeares of my formes exile ; 

But little vantage fhall I reape thereby. 

For ere the fixe yeares chat he hath tofpend 
Du change their Mooties, and bring their times about, 
Myoyle-dride Lampe } and time-bewafted light 
Shall be extioft with age, and cndleffe night; 
MyiochofTaper,will be burnt, and done. 

And blindfold death, not let me fee my fonne- 
Rich. Why Vndc, thou haft many yceres to line* 
Gmntt But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue; 
Shorten my dayes thou can ft with fudden for gw, 

And pkicke nights from me, but not lend a morrow ; 
Thoucanft hdpe time to furrow me with age, 

Slit Hop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him, far my death , 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath* 

Ric. Thy fonneisbaniftfd vpon good aduice^ 

Whereto thy tongue a party-verdift gaue. 

Why at our lufticc feem'ft thou then to lcTwre ? 

Gan. Things fweet to taft, proueiudigeftionfowre: 
You vrg'd me as ? Iudge, but ! bad rather ’ 
you would haue bid me argue like a Father. 

Ahsjl look'd when fome of you fhoLild fay 5 
I wasiooftriftto make mine owne away: 
Butyougauckaue to my vnwilling tong, 

Agamft my wrll; tb do my feife this wrong. 

Cofine farewelh and Vnclc bid him fo: 

Six yeares we banifh him, and he ffaall go. Exit* 

floHrifh . 

Cofine farewell: wliat prefence mtift not know 
hom where you do remaine, let paper ftiow. 

My Lord, no lra*e take I, for i will ride 
Ar fame as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt. Oh to vfhatpttrpofe do ft thou hord thy Words, 
nai thou return ft no greeting to thy friends ? 


*BhIL I haue too few to take tny leatie ofyou, 

■ When the tongues office fiiould be prodigall, 

T o breath dfabund an t dolour of the heart. 

Gm * Thy greefe is but thy abfence for a time. 

Ball, Joy abfent 3 greefe is ptefent for that time, 

Gau. What is fixe Winters^ they are qukkely gone f 
Bui. To men in ioy, but greefe makes one hourc ten. 
Gan. Call It a traucll that chou'tak'ft forplcafure. 

ThtL My heart will figh, wffien I mifcall it fo ? 

Which Andes it an enforced Pilgrimage. 

Gan. The fiillen paffage of thy weary fteppes 
Bfteeme a foyle, wherein thou art to fee 
The precious Iewcll ofthy home returned 
*BhL Oh who can hold a fire in his hand 
By thinking on the fro {lie Caucafm ? 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite^ 
by bare imagination of a Feaft ? ■ , 

Or Wallow naked in December fnow 
by thinking on fantaftkke fummers heate ? 

Oh no, theapprehenfioji ofthc good 
Giuesbut this greater feeling to chc worfe: 

Fell fbrrowes tooth,dorh cuer ranckle moie , 

Then when it bites, but bneeth not the fore* 

Gm. Come, come (my ion) Jle bring thee bn thy way 
Had Ithy youth^and caufejl would not flay. 

BuLThen Englands ground farewell: fweet foil adicu^ 
My Motherland my Nurfe, which bearesmeyet; 

Where ere I wander, boa ft-of this I can. 

Though banifhyet a true-borne Englifliman* 


Sccena Quarta. 


Enter King, Anmerh » Greene y andBagot. 

Rkh. We did obferue. Cofinc Anmerle t 
How fai brought you high Herford on hii way ?J 
Affm. I brought high Herford (if you call him fo) 
but to the next high way,and there I left him. 

Rich. And fay^ what ft ore of parting tears were flied^ 
Aum. Faith none for me: except the Northcaft wind 
Which then grew bitterly againft our face,. 

Awak’d the Occpierhewme^nd fo by chance 
Did grace oor hollow parting with a tcare. 

iSp^What faid our Cofin when you parted with him? 
^.Farewell: and for my hart difdained^ my tongue 
Should fo prophaoe the word, that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppref$ion offueh greefe. 

That w r ord feem\i buried in my fbrrowes graile* 

Marry,would the word Farwelljiauc lengthen'd hqures, 
And added y eeres to his fhort banifhrnent. 

He fiaould haue had a volume of Farwds* 
but fincc it would not, he had none of me* 

Rich . He is our Cofin (Cofiu) bm’tii doubt, 

When time (hall call him home from banifh men t 3 
Whether our kinfman come to fee his friends, 

Our fcffe, and *BttJhy : heere "Bagot and Greets* 

Obferu’d hisCourtfhip to the common people: 

How he did feemeto diuc into their hearts, 

With humbIe,aod familiat councfie. 

What rcuerence he did throwaway on flaues; 

Wooing poore Craftef-men, with the craft of fouks, 
And patient vnder-bearing of his Fortune, 

As "twerc to banifh their affe£Vs with him* 

Off goes his bonnet to an Oyftcr-wcnch, 

c 2 . A 



































































































